194                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Don't talk, Scholar* YouTl talk later, when we get you out, when you feel better," I sobbed,
*i was... so happy *.. you were with. .me... working .., together... you were... for me... O Jesus!"
Blood rushed out of his mouth and drenched my face, my hands, my hair. I felt its sweet taste in my mouth. Those eyes closed. Scholar died
The last bricks were removed. I saw that both Scholar s legs had been crushed, and a large splinter had been driven deep into his chest There was no wood for a coffin nor time to nail the planks together if we got them. They wanted to bury him in the garden, behind our row of houses, but I insisted on burying him right where he fell, in the crater made by the bomb. We laid him down in the pit in a half-sitting position, his face turned eastward, and I covered his mouth with a white handkerchief to keep the soil out Quicldy we covered him with soft earth. Sweeper said a short prayer.
Then I was left alone at Scholar's grave. I tried to pat it down with bare hands. I drew a sign of the cross on the fresh mcnmd, and looked up in a vague, wild hope that I would see God Himself up in the sky, at last dispensing His justice steroly*
German planes were overhead again. They circled endlessly, looking for their targets. No bombs fell. They had brought leaflets again, like yesterday. I picked one up: *Give yourself up to the German authorities. The camp at Pruszfcow wifl receive you all. There are beds for you pisspared there, beds with fresh sheets, and warm food. No ooe will torture youu Freedom and work await you."
Itkragfatrfdeaii,sQ&                                       Then
I tried to imagine the taste of good, hot food, and I felt side. Again I looked at Scholar s grave, where our pillbox had been, and I knew that this was our last burial. In the